EVENING

" This Major von Rangel is standing so, near to von
Waldstein's table." The little man assumed the rigid
dignity of the German machine. " And when I corne
in I hear him say in German, but it is no use for me to
say to you in German because you cannot to understand
German, and I must say it to you in English, ' After two
or three days I will go and I will take the letter from the
King.' But now I have come into the room, and when
I come in he jumps and looks at me with his moustache,
and von Waldstein, he jumps up and curses at me for that
I am a fool. And I think ' ha-ha, but it is you who are
being the bloodidam fool, my friend.' And all the way,
when I am coming to you with my handkerchief round
my face, I am laughing into my handkerchief, and I am
thinking how you will catch this high officer, and how
I will be having a hundred francs to my salary this
month."

Waterlow looked at his idle pencil which was still
waiting for pregnant details. Keats was not going to
earn a hundred francs more every month for this.

" Yes, so far so good, Keats. But we don't know the
exact date the fellow leaves and we don't know which
way he's going north."

Triumph over the weakness of average petty flesh
expressed itself in the little man's face by some rapid re-
adjustment of its angular pattern, like the shifting of a
hueless kaleidoscope.

" You will wait a minute, please, and hear what I am
telling you," he said, waggling his forefinger and lowering
his voice to an even more vibrant impressiveness. " Five
minutes after I am in the room of von Waldstein, I
am in the room of Koenig, the Marine Attache*, and